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“sftisa srras mm ercTfirfharai |” 

“Arise, Awake! And stop not till the Goal is reached." 



SALUTATIONS TO THE DIVINE MOTHER 
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1. O Auspicious One, Thou art the source of all auspiciousness. Thou art the 
accomplisher of all cherished desires. Thou art the giver of refuge. Thou possessest the 
eye of wisdom and beautiful form. O Thou Power Divine, salutions to Thee! 

2. O Eternal One, Thou art the energy of creation, maintenance, and destruction. 
Thou art the abode of all qualities, and yet beyond them. O Thou Power Divine, saluta- 
tions to Thee! 

3. O Mother, Thou ever savest those in poverty and pain, who take refuge in Thee. 
Thou art the remover of the misery of all, 0 Thou Power Divine, salutations to Thee ! 



Devl-mahuimya ( Chandi ), XI. 10-12. 



SHE 

By Anirvan 



The azure of the Void brooded in silence over the Earth in trance. 

From the abyss of Death shot forth the first ray of the darkly-luminous Asvin, the 

harbinger of the new Life of Light. 
The depths were stirred, the Gods have awakened. 

The aching dream of Earth in travail bloomed into a White Lily, 

And Her petals softly opened to the kiss of the starlit night. 

‘The Fire is Light, the Light is Fire, and Life an offering unto the Lord’, rose the 

chant of Her soul in voiceless strains. 



Then came the dawn and the first ray of the Sun. 

‘The Sun is Light, the Light is Sun, and Life an offering unto the Lord’, murmured 

Her yearning soul. 

The winkless Eye that is extended in heaven smiled upon Her and Her heart knew. 



The cresent moon was growing into a full- orbed joy. 

And within Her the diaphanous Soma-cup was bubbling over with glorious dreams. 
The day had swooned into the twilight of a vague hope. 



Then the Call came. 

The Call of the Void unto the Deep: 

‘As the waters rush down the slopes and months fade into the radiance of Time, 

‘So come unto Me, svdhd ! ’ 

The magic of the night broke and the slumbering Fire blazed into a consuming flame. 
She heard, She came. 

And the winkless Eye smiled upon Her again and Her heart knew. 



‘All Life is an offering unto the Lord, svdhd ! ’ 

‘And all My Glory is an offering unto Thee, svakdV 

The Void of Love filled the Void of Life, and Light was born. 

The verdant dream of Adolescence bloomed into the White Lotus 

She saw, She trembled. 



of Transcendence 

beyond the stars. 



‘Who am I and who art Thou, and what are We?’ 

‘The Same that is enshrined in every heart, 

‘The Same that suffers sorrow and death, 

‘The Same that broods in silence beyond the Space. 

‘In the depth of Non-Existence I dreamt of Thee, 

‘And with My Titan strength I fashioned Thee out of the unhewn rock of Existence , . . 
‘A corona of the Hidden Light. 

‘Thou art Aditi, the Virgin Mother of Gods and Man, 

‘Aditi whose shadow is Immortality and Death, 

‘Aditi, the Spirit of the Earth whose golden bosom shines in the empyrean height, 
‘Aditi, the Father, the Mother, and the Son. . 



She looked up and He looked deep into Her eyes and Her heart knew. 
Her glorious dream melted into a tear. 

A tear that was a ransom for the past and a promise of the future, 




A HYMN TO SRI SARADA DEVI 




By Swami Abhedananda 
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0 Prakriti Supreme in human form! 

Bestower of boon and bliss! 

Distress of souls removest Thou, 

And grantest them content and peace. 
Thy servants who surrender all to Thee 
Thou makest them contented and free. 
0 Great Mother of the world, 

Be my salutations ever to Thee. 

Through mercy do Thou this day save 
Thy sons bound in Maya's chain, 
Who have virtue none to say, 

Full of crimes and ever vain. 

0 Thou art the only ship, 

To ferry across the worldly sea! 

0 Great Mother of the world, 

Be my salutations ever to Thee. 

Renounce, renounce, my mind-bee! 

The sense-flowers of the earth; 

Drink ever at the ‘Lotus-feet’ 
Delusion-destroying Peace-nectar. 

0 Great Mother of the world, 

Be my salutations ever to Thee. 

Pity, please, 0 Great Mother! 

Thy sons bowing to Thee anon, 

Grant them refuge at Thy feet, 

O Merciful One, salutations to Thee. 

O Sarada, Gracious Mother! 

Giver of wisdom, in ‘modest veil'. 
Protect us, please, I salute Thee, 
Evermore from sin and ail. 
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6 . Thy heart to Ramakrishna doth remain. 

To hear His name is joy to Thee, 

O Embodiment of His thought alone, 

I salute Thee over, over again. 
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7 . Noble Thou hast a character. 

Pure is Thy life divine; 

Ever we bow to Thee, O Mother, 
Thou incarnate Purity fine! 
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8. O Sarada, Goddess propitious, 

Killer of misery in souls resigned. 
Saviour of religion in every age. 

By Yogindra worshipped, O Mother 

kind, 

Givest Love and Wisdom Thou, 

Grace incarnate! to Thee I bow. 
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9. Through tie of 'Love' divine 

Bound Thou hast the heart of ours; 
Granting e'er Thy lap benign, 

O Wonder! how Thy mercy showers! 
By grace hast Thou made us holy. 

To virtue changed our endless folly. 
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10. Be loving and gracious to Thy sons, 

O Mother! I humbly beseech. 
Sprinkle in their hearts arid, 

A drop of love, to enjoy peace! 
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O Ramakrishna, the Teacher of all, 

And Mother Sarada, Goddess divine! 
In bosom holding your Lotus Feet, 
Salutations to both be e’er mine. 



TO THE HOLY MOTHER 



Hail, Holy Mother! 

Nourishing Spirit of the age! 

Awakened Womanhood! 

Awakener of thy sons in slumber! 

Shatter their dreams of ignorant peace, 

And their search for selfish pleasure. 

Scatter Thy light of life and love. 

Kindle the lamp of Knowledge in our hearts, 
That we can see Thy face benign, 

And we can know anew the stuff we are 

made of. 



That Thou art the Self of our self. 

Yea, Thou art the ocean, and we, the waves — 
Rising, floating, sinking, — all in Thee. 

Hail, Mother! Awakener of thy sons and 

daughters, 

No more in sleep and dream lull them down. 
Set them on their onward march. 

With the spirit of the brotherhood of man. 
And under the benign Motherhood of God. 

— 5 . N. 




SRI SARADA DEVI— THE HOLY MOTHER 



By the Editor 



Sri Sarada Devi, or the Holy Mother — as 
she is well known among the devotees and 
followers of Sri Ramakrishna, was born on 
the 22nd December 1853. She was the illus- 
trious consort of Sri Ramakrishna Parama- 
hamsa, the saint of Dakshineswar and the 
great prophet of religious harmony and 
spiritual renaissance in modem India. The 
first centennial anniversary of the birth of 
Sarada Devi came off on the 27th December 
1953, This special number of the Prabuddha 
Bharata, issued in commemoration of The 
Holy Mother Birth Centenary, is a humble 
yet devout tribute to the hallowed memory of 
the sacred personality of the Holy Mother. 
She was an embodiment of grace, purity, and 
simplicity of the most exalted type, and 
though much less widely known than Sri 
Ramakrishna, she, as his wife, combined in 
herself the exemplary characteristics of a nun, 
a mother, and a spiritual teacher of a very 
high order. When considered in this light, 
one wonders whether she was not also an 
essential part of the same Power or Shakti, 
the same aspect of the Divine, which descend- 
ed on earth, about seventeen years earlier 
than her, in the person of Sri Ramakrishna. 
Howsoever that be, the unique personality of 
the Holy Mother — in and through whom Sri 
Ramakrishna sought to give India and the 
world a myriad-faceted gem of the ideal of 
womanhood at its noblest and best — is beyond 
compare and has many valuable lessons for 
humanity. A closer study and understanding 
of the story of the glorious life of the Holy 
Mother is bound to help in popularizing the 
lofty ideals' and qualities that have distin- 
guished the women of our motherland through 
the ages. 

It is therefore in the fitness of things that 
in this special issue are presented several 
interesting and informative articles bearing on 



the life and teachings of the Holy Mother, 
as also select extracts from the writings 
on and the reminiscences of the Holy Mother, 
by various persons, some of whom had 
personally and intimately known her. In 
keeping with the spirit of the precious national 
heritage, which the Holy Mother’s spiritual 
personality served to re-emphasize and re- 
interpret for the present and future genera- 
tions, a number of articles, from learned 
contributors, are also presented herein, deal- 
ing in brief with the role of women in the 
various spheres of national life and their con- 
tributions in different epochs of our history 
from the Vedic to the modem times. 

A great many people all over the world are 
well acquainted with the life and teachings of 
Sri Ramakrishna and Swami Vivekananda. 
A majority of these may have just heard or 
read about Sri Sarada Devi, but not known 
much regarding the details of her superb life as 
the illustrious spiritual consort of Sri Rama- 
krishna. Her simple and unostentatious life, 
though spent mostly in the seclusion of 
domestic and rural setting, possesses a charm 
and serenity of unusual significance. On the 
surface there is such unutterable calm and 
unmatched self-effacement that her hallowed 
life, with its richness and divine glow, often 
defies any attempt at a quick and superficial 
analysis. The immeasurable depth of her 
personality was beyond the comprehension of 
many, while to some others she graciously 
revealed herself, willingly and occasionally 
drawing aside the curtain that hid the super- 
normal grandeur of her inner life. Yet, as 
the days and years pass and the world is 
getting to realize more and more the lumino- 
sity of the Holy Mother’s hitherto little known 
personality, one can see in her, even from a 
distance, unmistakable indications of the 
dignity and splendour of every virtue that 
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the world holds dear and which may easily be 
reckoned superhuman. 

The laws of the spiritual world take their 
own perfectly logical course, almost always 
bewildering and unfathomable even to those 
who are acclaimed as men of light and lead- 
ing. Born in the tiny hamlet of Jayram- 
bati, in the Bankura district of West Bengal, 
little Saradamani had something out of the 
ordinary, something distinctly less mundane 
and more celestial, in her ways and mental 
make-up. Her fond parents, Ramachandra 
Mukherji and Shyamasundari Devi, pious and 
upright, though poor, had a foreknowledge, 
through pleasant visions, that this first-born 
child of theirs was no other than a divine 
being come down to bless their home and 
probably the whole earth. Always simple in 
her habits, Saradamani smoothly stepped out 
of her infancy, having gone through the usual 
but essential home-training in vogue in her 
days. Those who were close to her could not 
fail to notice the fact that she was an infant 
prodigy with a flair for quickly picking up the 
substantial elements of character-building and 
cultural development even from the rural or 
primitive surroundings she was brought up 
in. Her future spiritual excellence showed 
itself in various ways while she was still a 
young girl. She would often be found 
absorbed in deep meditation and would extend 
extraordinary love and sympathy to the needy 
with maternal solicitude. Though she had no 
literary schooling worth the name, she sur- 
passed many in those deeper cultural traits 
which form the aims and values of education. 

Betrothed, as a young girl of five, to Sri 
Ramakrishna, whose native village Kamar- 
pukur lay only four miles off from hers, Sarada 
Devi grew up all by herself in a peaceful and 
natural atmosphere, unsullied by the sophisti- 
cation of urban artfulness. Here, too, one 
finds the hand of destiny in action. When a 
suitable bride for Sri Ramakrishna was being 
sought after, he himself announced that 
Sarada Devi was the one earmarked as his 
would-be wife. After her marriage, as she 
glided into her girlhood days, Sri Ramakrishna 



called her to his side, in his native village, and 
bestowing on her the purest love he only was 
capable of doing, taught her many useful and 
precious things, both secular and spiritual. 
Even at that stage it became evident that Sri 
Ramakrishna was beginning to train her for 
the future mission and purpose he desired her 
to fulfil. Sarada also, with her innate intui- 
tive vision, fully realized what her divine 
husband expected of her. With great devo- 
tion to him as her supreme guide, she easily 
and willingly allowed herself to be moulded 
by his expert hands. From Sri Ramakrishna, 
who had already advanced a long way in his 
spiritual quest, she learnt and treasured the 
divine purpose of life and felt more and more 
attracted to his path of godliness than to any 
of the ordinary pleasures of mundane exis- 
tence. 



As she advanced in age and entered her 
late teens, she left her village home and came 
to reside with Sri Ramakrishna at Dakshi- 
neswar. Notwithstanding the long years of 
separation between them, the cordiality and 
overflowing affection Sri Ramakrishna extend- 
ed to her were something undreamt of by 
her. The subsequent life-story reads like a 
super-miracle. Though always in a God- 
intoxicated state of mind. Sri Ramakrishna 
never for a moment shunned his dear consort 
who had chosen to be by his side for what- 
ever purpose she might be needed by her 
most esteemed lord. Strange to say, the 
loving husband, far from any thought of 
renouncing her, admitted her claims upon him 
as his wife and even permitted her to share his 
bed for nearly eight months. But each night 
would bring her more and better revelations 
about the purity and exalted state of Sri Rama- 
krishna when she would see for herself how 
utterly detached from his physical surround- 



ings he would remain and how very often he 
would go into divine ecstasy, completely obli- 



vious of the presence of his young wife beside 



him. Her mind, too, was no less stainless. 



For neither of them would for a moment be 



affected by the faintest touch of carnality. 
What to mention of their total absence of 
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carnality! While Sri Ramakrishna would be 
immersed in the bliss of Samadhi, for hours 
at a stretch, the Holy Mother would keep 
vigil, night after night, and watch and learn 
from the changing moods of the saintly 
husband by her side. 

When one studies with a mind free from 
corporeal passions the conjugal life of Sri 
Ramakrishna and the Holy Mother, one cannot 
but stand in awe before such a lofty and un- 
precedented example and exclaim, ‘How 
different from the married life of the ordinary 
man and woman!’ We say ‘unprecedented’ 
with justification, for, no world teacher of the 
stature of Sri Ramakrishna is known to have 
set such a perfect example of marital felicity 
and inviolate celibacy while living with his 
consort a harmonious, affectionate, and well- 
adjusted life. Further, standing on the con- 
viction born of his unerring mystic realization 
of the Divine Shakti that resided in the Holy 
Mother, Sri Ramakrishna brought his own 
Sadhanas to a successful conclusion by for- 
mally worshipping Sarada Devi as the Divine 
Mother, following the rituals of the Tantric 
ceremony called Shodashi Puja. As the con- 
summation of the long series of his spiritual 
practices, Sri Ramakrishna finally perceived 
the Goddess Divine under the veil of his wife 
and surrendered himself and dedicated his all 
to the Mother of the universe manifested 
through the living symbol of Sarada Devi. 
He prostrated himself before her. uttering the 
prescribed salutation. Such worship of the 
wife by the husband was unknown in the past. 
Such reverence shown by the teacher to his 
pupil has no parallel in the history of man- 
kind. 

While Sri Ramakrishna tested himself in 
various ways in his relation to Sarada Devi 
and each time came out unscathed through 
the ordeals, the Holy Mother’s own reaction 
to the attitude Sri Ramakrishna adopted 
towards her was most remarkable and is per- 
fectly understandable. She was in no way 
behind her divine husband in her spiritual 
hankering. To say that she readily renounced 
all thought of sense -pie as lire, most common in 



family life, would naturally mean the pre- 
supposition that she perhaps cherished such 
thought sometime before she renounced it. 
But knowing as we do her divine origin and 
the purpose of her spiritual mission in the 
context of Sri Ramakrishna ’s immense contri- 
bution to the modern world, we can hardly 
entertain the idea that one who was the visible 
representation of the Mother Goddess of the 
universe could ever have felt the least trace of 
the body -idea. This is borne out by the fact 
that during the thirteen years or so of her 
spiritual training under Sri Ramakrishna, at 
Dakshineswar, she made rapid progress and 
scaled the exalted summits of Self-realization. 

From what we know of the events of this 
wonderful period of their unique relationship 
as Gum and disciple, one thing becomes clear, 
viz. Sri Ramakrishna was definitely preparing 
her for her future task as his spiritual 
successor. He was not satisfied with making 
her an ideal wife. She was to be left behind, 
after him, to exemplify his great renuncia- 
tion and catholicity. She was to be Sri 
Ramakrishna' s final word in the perfection of 
Indian womanhood. In her was to be seen 
manifest motherly love of unprecedented 
dimensions. With this well-defined end in view, 
Sri Ramakrishna silently but steadily sought to 
arouse her sub-conscious potentiality through 
honour, adoration, and even direct references 
to her divinity. He imparted to her spiritual 
and mundane wisdom, beginning with details 
of domestic life and taking her up to the 
heights of Samadhi and realization of 
Brahman. The Holy Mother, too, on her 
side, was not slow in understanding and co- 
operating with the Master's (Sri Rama- 
krishna'sl mission. 

Referring to the Holy Mother, Sri Rama- 
krishna said: ‘She (the Holy Mother) is 

Sarada, Saras vati : she has come to impart 

knowledge. She has descended by covering 
up her beauty this time, lest impure people 
should come to grief by looking at her with 
impure minds'. Again he said: ‘She is the 

communicator of knowledge; she is full of the 
rarest wisdom. Is she of the common run? 
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She is my Shakti (Power) . During the days 
of his austerities, Sri Ramakrishna once had a 
vision of Sita and noticed that she wore brace- 
lets with diamonds cut on the surface. Later, 
he had similar bracelets made specially for 
the Holy Mother and referring to them, 
humorously remarked. That is my relation- 
ship with her’. 

Thus the Master never failed to notice the 
core of purity and spiritual eminence that lay 
hidden in the Holy Mother. He had said of 
her, in fun, ‘She is a cat under ashes'. As a 
cat, covered with ashes, hides its true colour 
from people, so also are the real stature and 
glory of the Holy Mother remaining invisible 
to mortal eyes under her garb of modesty, 
humility, and absence of modernization. The 
Mother's own testimony is there to the effect 
that Sri Ramakrishna knew that she would 
have to continue his spiritual ministry and 
that he commissioned her to do accordingly. 
Long after, when one of her disciples asked 
her, ‘Mother, other Incarnations left their 
bodies after their consorts had passed away. 
But why did the Master precede you this 
time?', the Holy Mother replied, ‘My boy, 
you must be aware that the Master looked 
upon all in the world as Mother. He left me 
behind for manifesting that motherhood before 
all'. On another occasion she said: ‘When 

the Master departed, I too wanted that I 
should go. But he appeared and said, “No, 
you stay on; there is much still undone". I 
found, at long last, in truth there is much to 
do'. 

Naturally shy and retiring, and far from 
being proud of her spiritual attainments or of 
her being the life-companion of so eminent a 
saint as Sri Ramakrishna, the Holy Mother 
continued to maintain her equanimity and 
guilelessness. But the sure-footed guide who 
was leading her up the slopes of spiritual self- 
revelation lost no opportunity in making her 
known to the world. Sri Ramakrishna was 
not unaware of the fact that a secular and 
sensate society could hardly appreciate, much 
less understand, such a character of imma- 
culate purity as the Holy Mother's. Yet, for 



one like her who would in future become the 
consoler, guide, and inspirer of numerous 
persons, there was every need of manifestation 
of the aspects of motherhood, preceptorship, 
and saintliness. 

Sri Ramakrishna had been strengthening 
her power of spiritual ministration by teaching 
her various Mantras, made vibrant through the 
life he had breathed into them, and imparting 
instructions to her about the ways of initia- 
tion and the levels of spiritual life to which 
particular Mantras were suitable. Towards his 
last days, the Master’s commission to the 
Holy Mother to be his spiritual successor was 
more explicit. ‘Well, my dear,' said he to 
her, in a slightly aggrieved but feeling tone, 
‘Won’t you do anything? Should this (point- 
ing to his own body) alone do everything?' 
The Mother, conscious of her helplessness, 
said, 'I am a woman. What can I do?' The 
Master quickly corrected her, ‘No, no, you 
will have to do much'. 

Sri Ramakrishna passed into Life Eternal 
on 16th August 1886. The Holy Mother was 
in her thirty-third year. From now on, being 
alone, her life took a different course. The 
Master, to whose devoted service she had 
dedicated her mind and body in their entirety, 
was not present in flesh and blood. But his 
spiritual and divine presence was to her an 
ever inspiring and never-failing reality. 
Repeatedly she was consoled and assured by 
him in visions and ecstatic trances that he 
had not forsaken her but had just ‘shifted 
from one room (earthly existence) to another 
(original divine sonree)'. She was, therefore, 
not to mourn any bereavement, not to dress 
and conduct herself as a widow would ordi- 
narily do in Hindu society. For nearly thirty- 
four years after the Master, the Holy Mother 
ministered to the spiritual needs of thousands 
of sincere seekers of God. She lived her quiet 
life, as before, residing in or near Calcutta for 
a little over twenty years, till the time of her 
final exit from mortal ken. During the period 
of her spiritnal ministry, the Holy Mother 
went on pilgrimage to holy places in North 
and South India. As the years passed ah <5 
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the end (of which she alone was aware) drew 
near, the Mother was seen to be always full 
of love, grace, and sympathy. Women 
devotees and disciples, no less than men 
devotees and disciples, gathered round her 
from far and near. To the Sannyasins of the 
Ramakrishna Order she was the most affec- 
tionate Holy Mother (or Sri Sri Ma) and her 
guiding hand, full of hope and blessing, was 
to be seen active behind the smooth and 
successful expansion of the spiritual and 
humanitarian work of the Ramakrishna Math 
and Mission. On the 21st of July 1920, the 
Holy Mother left the physical world, leaving 
behind an ideal of perfect womanhood worthy 
of emulation by women all over the world. 
To the women of India, in particular, the 
Holy Mother’s life vividly presents, in 
characters of gold, a glowing example of 
wifehood and motherhood par excellence . 

Befitting the name by which she was 
spontaneously venerated and addressed as the 
Holy Mother by householders and Sannyasins 
alike, the most dominant trait in her character, 
overshadowing every other feature, was her 
motherly love and concern. Everybody who 
came into touch with her, including such 
unique personalities as Swami Vivekananda 
and Sister Nivedita, were deeply impressed 
by her maternal affection which they all felt 
far exceeded the love they received from their 
own mothers. Her readiness to help all, 
irrespective of caste, creed, or colour, even 
regardless of their merits, was most striking. 
She was sweetness incarnate and grace abound- 
ing, and her simple words went home to the 
hearts of the listeners, giving them complete 
solace and satisfaction. The unique relation 
of perfect freedom between the Holy Mother 
and the women devotees from the West can 
hardly be described. At a time when ortho- 
doxy and caste prejudices were strongly bind- 
ing on society, the Holy Mother felt free to 
associate herself with all without any narrow 
discrimination. Like Sri Ramakrishna, her 
catholicity and generous heart welcomed and 



encompassed the so-called Tow-caste' man, 
the non-Hindu, and the foreigner. 

The precious heritage of the great and ideal 
women of India, of ancient and modern times, 
found true expression and fulfilment in the life 
of the Holy Mother. This peerless and en- 
nobling example of Sri Sarada Devi — the 
Holy Mother needs to be placed prominently 
before our rising generation. Here one can 
find the principal features of a dynamic gospel 
of dignity, freedom, and character suited to 
the woman of today and tomorrow. The 
Holy Mother’s life and teachings contain 
everything needed to harmonize the relation- 
ship between man and woman and to make 
more fruitful and less unhelpful the modern 
urge for awakening and equality on the part 
of woman. The Mother has shown women the 
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way to domestic peace, individual self-fulfil- 
ment, and cultural and spiritual accomplish- 
ment with the least or no trace of conflict 
with men. A man or woman, by the con- 
scious, unselfish, and purposeful discharge of 
his or her respective duties attains everything 
he or she desires here and hereafter. This 
much-needed message to mankind has been 
heralded by the advent of Sri Ramakrishna 
and the Holy Mother. 

India’s forte is her spirituality. Hence 
the Indian woman is pre-eminently the 
preserver and sustainer of her motherland’s 
spiritual values. Standing on the summit of 
spiritual enlightenment, the women of India 
can gain liberty, equality, and fraternity, in 
accordance with the Indian conception of 
these democratic principles. It is in this spirit 
of wishing the welfare and progress of Indian 
women that we venture to appeal to them to 
study and understand this unique life of Sri 
Sarada Devi. For, Sarada Devi stood like a 
perfect model, created by Sri Ramakrishna 
as the last word in the manifestation of 
womanly virtues, bringing over to our age 
whatever was salutary and helpful in the 
ancient heritage of the motherland and ful- 
filling at the same time the legitimate aspira- 
tions of modem womanhood everywhere. 




ON T HE HOLY MOTHER 

By Swami Vivekananda 



You have not yet understood the wonder- 
ful significance of Mother's (Holy Mother's) 
fife — none of you. But gradually you will 
know. Without Shakti (Power) there is no 
regeneration for the world. Why is it that 
our country is the weakest and the most back- 
ward of all countries? Because Shakti is 
held in dishonour there . 1 Mother has been 
bom to revive that wonderful Shakti in 
India; and making her the nucleus, once 
more will Gargis and Maitreyis be born into 
the world. Dear brother, you understand 
little now. But by degrees, you will come to 
know it all. Hence it is her Math that I want 
first. . . . Without the grace of Shakti nothing 
is to be accomplished. What do I find in 
America and Europe? — the worship of Shakti, 
the worship of Power. Yet they worship Her 
ignorantly through sense-gratification. Ima- 
gine, then, what a lot of good they will 
achieve who will worship Her with all purity, 
in a Sattvika spirit, looking upon Her as 
their mother! I am coming to understand 
things clearer every day, my insight is open- 
ing out more and more.- Hence we must first 
build a Math for Mother. First Mother and 
her daughters, then Father and his sons — can 
you understand this? ... To me. Mother's 
grace is a hundred thousand times more valu- 
able than Father's. Mother's grace, Mother's 
blessings are all paramount to me. . . . Please 
pardon me, I am a little bigoted here, as 
regards Mother. If but Mother orders, her 
demons can work anything. Brother, before 
proceeding to America I wrote to Mother to 
bless me. Her blessings came, and at one 
bound I cleared the ocean. There, you see. 
In this terrible winter I am lecturing from 
place to place and fighting against odds, so 

1 i.e. in India. The Swami is writing from 
America. 



that funds may be collected for Mother's Math. 

( From a Letter , originally in Bengali, written 
to Swami Shivananda , from U.S. A. in 1894) 

* * * 

I was the only hope of the family , 2 the 
only one who could do anything to help 
them. I had to stand between my two 
worlds. On the one hand, I would have to 
see my mother and brothers starve unto 
death; on the other I had (relieved that this 
man's (Sri Ramakrishna's) ideas were for the 
good of India and the world, and had to be 
preached and worked out. . . . The natural 
affections of my boy's heart drawing me to 
my family — I could not bear to see those who 
were the nearest and dearest to me suffering. 
On the other hand, nobody to sympathize with 
me. Who would sympathize with the imagi- 
nations of a boy? Imaginations that cause so 
much suffering to others l Who would sym- 
pathize with me? None — except one. 

That one's sympathy brought blessing and 
hope. She was a woman.® Our teacher, 
this great monk, was married when he was a 
boy, a mere child. When he became a young 
monk, and all this religious zeal was upon 
him, he came to see his wife. Although they 
had been married as children, they had not 
seen very much of each other until they were 
gTown up. Then he came to his wife and 
said: 'Behold, I am your husband; you have 
a right to this body. But I cannot live the 
sex life, although I have married you. I 
leave it to your judgment'. And she wept 
and said: ‘God speed you! The Lord bless 
you! Am I the woman to degrade you? If 
I can, I will help you. Go on in your woik'. 

* The Swami is referring to the period shortly 
before his embracing the monastic life. 

3 The Holy Mother. 




1954 



ON THE HOLY MOTHER 



9i 



That was the woman. 
The husband went on 
and became a monk, in 
his own wav: and from 
a distance the wife went 
on helping as much as 
she could. And later, 
when the man had be- 








come a great spiritual 
giant, she came— really, I 
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she was the first disciple 
— and she spent the rest 
of her life taking care of 
the body of this man. f . 

Well, that lady, his 
wife, was the only one 
who sympathized with 
the idea of those boys. 

Bnt she was powerless. 

% 

She was poorer thau wc 
were. Never mind! 
We plunged into the 
breach! . . . 
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to women has come be- 
cause men undertook to 
shape the destiny of 

work out this women’s 

part of the work, why, 

women will never get rid 

of that — it will have become a custom. But 

I have got an opportunity. I told you of 

the lady who was my Master's wife. We 

have all great respect for her. She never 
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SWAMI VIVEKANANDA 



dictates to us. So it is quite safe. That part 
has to be accomplished. 

(From a Lecture — f My Life and Mission ’ — • 
delivered in California , US. A., in 1900). 




THE SPIRITUAL UNION OF SRI RAMAKRISHNA 

AND THE HOLY MOTHER 

By Swami Saradananda 



How few are those who make themselves 
and the society blessed by observing con- 
tinence in married life according to capacity! 
How few are the wives who stand by the side 
of their husbands and urge them to under- 
take the high vows beneficent to the people, 
let alone speak of the realization of God! 
How few are the husbands, again, who know 
so much as that the aim of life is renuncia- 
tion and teach it to their wives ! Alas, Bharat, 
just try to think and see into what a spineless 
beast you have been converted by the 
doctrine of Western materialism which regards 
worldly enjoyments as the be-all and end-all 
of life, and which has entered into your very 
marrow! Was it without any reason that Sri 
Ramakrishna said to his world-renouncing 
devotees, pointing out to them the defects in 
modern married life, 'Ah, (if it is wrong to 
make the enjoyment of worldly objects the all 
in all in life, then) do you think simply throw- 
ing a few flowers at the time of marriage will 
make it pure or free from blemishes? ' It is 
indeed doubtful whether indulgence in sensual 
pleasure in married life was ever so excessive 
as it is now in Bharat. At the present time 
we have almost forgotten that besides the 
satisfaction of the senses, there is a very 
sacred and high purpose of marriage and this 
is why we are reducing ourselves to beings 
worse than beasts. It is only in order to 
destroy this beastliness of men and women 
of modem Bharat that the Master, the teacher 
of the people, was married. Like all the 
other acts of his life the act of marriage also 
was performed for the good of all. 

'Whatever’, said the Master, 'is done here 
(by me) is for you all. Ah, if I do all the 
sixteen parts (the whole) you may possibly 
do one. . . It is for this reason only that 
the Master took upon his shoulders the duties 



and responsibilities of a married life and 
followed in practice that very high ideal before 
the eyes of all by actually discharging them 
to the furthest limit. If the Master had not 
been himself married, the lay disciples would 
have said, ‘It is only because he is not 
married that he could talk glibly on con- 
tinence. It is only because he has not made 
his wife his own and has never lived together 
with her that it is possible for him to read us 
long sermons'. It is only in order to counter- 
act such foolish ideas that the Master was 
not only married but he had his wedded wife 
in the day of her youth by his side at 
Dakshineswar, when the state of divine mad- 
ness in him became normal after he had seen 
the holy vision of the Divine Mother of the 
universe, and lived together with her, directly 
feeling the manifestation of the Mother Divine 
in her, worshipped her as the Mahavidya, 
the divine Shodashi, and then offered himself 
to her as the Divine. He lived together with 
her continually for eight months and even 
shared his bed with her ; and he himself went 
sometimes to Kamarpukur and sometimes to 
Jayrambati, to the house of his father-in-law 
and spent there a month or two, for the train- 
ing of his wife and for her mental peace and 
happiness. ... 

The supremely revered Holy Mother says 
that the Master taught her then all the 
worldly things such as how to place the wick 
in the lamp, what sort of man each member 
of the household was, how to behave with 
each of them, and how to behave when she 
went to some one else’s house. He taught her 
also devotional exercises, the reciting of 
the names and glories of God, meditation, 
Samadhi, and even the knowledge of Brahman. 
Oh, men rearing families, how many of you 
teach your own wives this way? How many 
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of you can have devotion to your wives, res- 
pect and love for them all your lives this way, 
if for some reason or other the very contemp- 
tible carnal relationship comes to an end forth- 
with? We, therefore, say that it was for you 
alone that this wonderful Incarnation of the 
age was married, and had no carnal relation- 
ship for even a single day with his wife and 
enacted with her this unique play {ilia) of love. 
This play was enacted only that you might 
learn that it was not for indulgence in sensual 
pleasure that the institution of marriage had 
come into being but that it carried a very high 
purpose with it ; only that both of you, wife 
and husband, might keep your aim fixed at 
this high ideal and be blessed by observing 
continence (Brahmacharya) according to your 
capacity in married life ; and only that you 
might prove a blessing to the modem society 
devoid of vigour, devoid of grace, and devoid 
of power, by producing heroic and virtuous 
children of wonderful intelligence and memory. 
It is for your benefit that the play which was 
not necessary to be shown to the world by 
its spiritual teachers of the past, Sri Rama, 
Sri Krishna, Sri Buddha, Sri Isa, Sri Shankara, 
Sri Chaitanya or any other, has been shown 
in this age by Sri Ramakrishna. This unseen 
and unheard of sacred mould of married life 
has been cast for the first time in the world 
as a result of lifelong severe austerities and 
Sadhana. Now, as the Master used to say, 
'Cast your own lives into that ideal mould 
and get them shaped after it\ 

It was in order to teach us that the Master 
tied himself clown to matrimony. We can 
know a little of what a high and sacred ideal 
he has left behind for us from the fact of 
Holy Mother's worshipping the Master all her 
life as the Mother of the universe. . . . 

The Master paid attention to the perfor- 
mance of another great duty when he came 
this time to Kamarpukur. For, indifferent as 
the Master was, at first, to his wife's coming 
to Kamarpukur, now he was intent on giving 
her education and training for her well-being. 
Knowing that the Master was married, Tota 
Puri, his Guru, who initiated him into 



Sannyasa, said to him at one time, ‘What 
does it matter? He only may be regarded as 
really established in Brahman whose renun- 
ciation, detachment, discrimination, and 
knowledge remain intact in all respects in 
spite of his wife being with him; he alone 
may be regarded as having really attained 
the knowledge of Brahman, who can always 
look equally upon both men and women as 
the Self and can behave accordingly. Others, 
who have the knowledge of difference between 
men and women, might be Sadhakas, but are 
still far away from the knowledge of 
Brahman’. The above remark of Sri Tota 
Puri came to the Master’s memory and. 
induced him to test his knowledge attained 
by Sadhana extending over a long period, as 
well as to look to his wife’s well-being. 

The Master could never neglect or leave 
half-finished anything considered to be a 
duty. The same held good here too. He did 
not stop at partially educating his girl -wife, 
who depended entirely on him regarding every- 
thing of this world and of the other. He was, 
from now on, especially mindful that she 
might learn household duties, know people’s 
character, put money to good use, above all, 
surrender her all to God and be an expert in 
behaving correctly according to place and 
time and circumstance. We have, in many 
other places, hinted how far-reaching was the 
result of that teaching which the Master 
imparted to her, placing before her his 
ideal life of unbroken continence. There- 
fore, suffice it to say here that the Holy 
Mother (as she is called by the devotees of 
Sri Ramakrishna) was happy and contented 
in all respects to have the Master’s pure love, 
devoid of the slightest tinge of lust, could offer 
her lifelong worship to him as her chosen 
Ideal, and follow his footsteps and mould her 
life accordingly. 

(. Extracts from the great work ' Sri Rama- 
krishna : The Great Master ' by Swami Sarada - 
nanda. Translated from the original Bengali, 
and published by Sri Ramakrishna Math, 
Madras ). 
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MY FIRST VISIT TO THE HOLY MOTHER* 

By Swami Virajananda 



It was October 1891. Though I had 
already passed about a year of my noviciate 
at the Baranagore monastery in the company 
of the Sannyasin disciples of the Master (Sri 
Ramakrishna), still I had no opportunity 
as yet to see the Holy Mother. Now at last, 
the fates seemed to be propitious. We learnt 
that Sri Sri Ma (the Holy Mother) had resolved 
to worship the goddess Jagaddhatri in her 
paternal home at Jayrambati and that revered 
Sarat Maharaj (Swami Saradanandaji) was to 
go there with some other devotees, carrying 
from Calcutta the numerous articles necessary 
for the festival. Quite unexpectedly Sarat 
Maharaj asked me one day, 'Weli, boy, 
would you like to accompany us?’ I was 
overwhelmed with joy at this most welcome 



proposal and made hurried preparations for 
the journey. 

The party consisted of six — Sarat Maharaj, 
Sandel Mahashaya, 1 Haramohan Mitra, Golap 
Ma, Yogin Mia, and myself. We reached 
Burdwan by train and undertook the bullock- 
cart journey early at dawn. The night was 
passed at the Uchalan ‘Chati' 2 and Kamar- 
pukur, the birthplace of Sri Ramakrishna, 
was reached only by next day noon. The 
quiet village surroundings and the sacred asso- 
ciations thrilled my heart. Since it was my 
first visit to the place, the remaining part of 

* Translated from the unpublished memoirs of 
Swami Virajananda in Bengali by Swami Shraddha- 
nanda. * 

1 Vaikunthanath Sanyal, a householder disciple of 
the Master. 2 An inn. 
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the day I utilized very zealously in seeing 
round the places intimately connected with Sri 
Ramakrishna's boyhood and youth. Next 
morning we left for Jayrambati on foot 
through the elevated narrow tracks in the 
paddy fields. Some labourers carried our 
packages. Four miles of walking and then 
crossing the river Amodar brought us to 
Jayrambati at the feet of the Holy Mother. 
She kissed me by touching my chin with her 
hands . 3 

How happy the Mother felt at our arrival! 
She seemed to be utterly at a loss as to how 
she could make us comfortable. All that 
she did ceaselessly for our entertainment from 
dawn to night did not appear to her sufficient ! 
She herself cooked both morning and evening. 
What a variety of dishes and how delicious 
they were ! There was something ethereal 
about that taste! She would be sitting close 
by as we took our meals and insisted that we 
must eat more. My appetite had increased — 
the more so because the food was cooked by 
the Mother herself. Sometimes she would pre- 
pare some curry which Sri Ramakrishna liked. 

Four of us (Sarat Maharaj, Haramohan 
Babu, Sandel Mahashaya, and myself) were 
accommodated in a small room in the outer 
apartment of the house. Just by the side of 
it, there was an open hall where the Jagad- 
dhatri Puja was to be held. The backside 
door of our room opened into the inner court- 
yard having at its other end the thatched 
cottage of the Mother. Sometimes, when this 
door was kept open, I could see her in the 
verandah of her cottage dressing vegetables or 
doing some other household work. Having 
nothing specific to do here besides meditation 
and Japa, chatting, plenty of eating and sleep, 
and afternoon strolls by the riverside, I had 
voluntarily taken up the task of plucking 
flowers and beal leaves for the Puja from 
the interior of the village and from the bushes 
and trees on the river. As I was very young 
then. Mother did not maintain her usual bash- 
fulness in my presence. Hence it became 

3 This is a customary mode of welcoming a son 
by Bengali mothers. 



my duty to run errands for Sarat Maharaj 
and the elderly devotees, in which connection 
I had to go to the inner apartments to bring 
this and that. This was for me a great bless- 
ing since I got the opportunity of having the 
darshan of the Holy Mother several times. 
Both Sarat Maharaj and Sandel Mahashaya 
used to smoke hookah. I would prepare the 
chilam for them. The fire had to be brought 
from the kitchen. Since it is not the custom 
that a mother should give fire to the son with 
her own hands the Holy Mother would put 
down on the courtyard some pieces of glowing 

charcoal or wood from the oven and also a 

» • 

pair of tongs. I would then pick up the 
burning pieces with the tongs. 

The Holy Mother's mother, 'Didi-Ma' 
(grandmother) as we called her, was a very 
simple and sweet-natured lady. She kept her- 
self always busy with the multifarious duties of 
her household, namely, looking after the cattle, 
cleaning the cow-shed, feeding the labourers of 
the field, husking rice, etc. Yet one did never 
miss to see the graceful smile on her face. 
She would tell us many a tale of Sri Rama- 
krishna's youth. As we called her 'Didi-Ma' 
the old lady would be beside herself with joy. 

One day a r Baul' mendicant came to the 
door of the house to ask for alms. He was 
singing to the accompaniment of a violin, a 
song relating to Parvati, the consort of Shiva. 

The song expressed the sentiment of Parvati 's 

* 

mother Menaka, the queen of Himalaya. 
When Uma (Parvati's childhood name) 
was married to Shiva, people blamed her 
parents, since Shiva was well-known as a 
mendicant-god with no hearth or home. But 
now Shiva has become the Lord of Banaras, 
and Parvati his queen — the goddess of food 
and prosperity. So Menaka has no more any 
worry for her daughter. — 

‘What glad tidings, O Uma, I hear; 

They say, thy name is now Annapurna at Kashi ; 4 
Is it true? Do please confirm, O Shivani. 

Oh, my darling Aparna , 5 when I gave 

Thee in marriage to Shiva 
He was but a beggar living on alms. 

4 Banaras. 

3 Another name of Parvati. 
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But now comes the happy news 

That thou art the Empress of the Universe 

Shining on the left of the Great God Shiva ! 

Oh, the days when at every comer 

People called my son-in-law the Nude-Shiva mad, 

What calumny I had to tolerate! 

But now they say, Shiva has kept some porters 

at his gate; 

Even the gods Indra, Chandra, and Yama have to 

wait for an audience ! 
Well can I 6 guess the prosperity of Uma; 

Otherwise why should Gauri 7 be so vain? 

She cares not to cast a glance of compassion 

On Radhika, her own child ! 



a true picture of our own Holy Mother? 
Didi-Ma said, ‘Well, in those days people 
called my son-in-law (Sri Ramakrishna) a 
lunatic. They expressed their grief at the lot 
of Sara da. What amount of abuse they hurled 
at me too! There was no end to my silent 
agony. But today, see, how many men and 
women from respectable families are look- 
ing upon Sarada as a goddess and worshipping 
her feet ! 7 

During our stay at Jayrambati. we visited 

Kamarpukur a number of 

I times. That straw-hut where 

Sri Ramakrishna lived! What 
a charm it spread! In my 
heart of hearts I felt that we 
were treading a holy ground. 
The place seemed to be un- 
earthly. A tangible sense of 
spirituality spread all through 
the atmosphere. While return- 
mg to Jayrambati we would 
bring from Kamarpukur Jilabi 
and Mithai 8 for Mother. Most 
of it however would be given 
to us during our tiffin time 
when she would besmear Muri" 
with ghee and send the stuff 
with those sweets. With what 
avidity we devoured the pala- 
table preparation! 

The Jagaddhatri festival was 
over with great eclat. Accord- 
ing to the family custom 10 the 
j worship had been continued 
ffej for three days. The clay image 

of the goddess was exceedingly 
beautiful, the face reflecting 
very vividly the divine com- 
passion of the Mother of the 
Worlds. One felt that really 
she had come in flesh and 
blood to accept the offerings of Her earthly 
children. Sri Ma herself would be seen stand- 

10 Although Jagaddhatri is worshipped in Bengal 
for one day only, it was a family custom at Jay- 
rambati to worship for three days. 
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HOLY MOTHER’S MOTHER (DIDI-MA) 

The song cast a spell on all of us who listened. 
Emotions rose high. Didn't the words bring 

6 Radhika, the composer of the song. 

7 Another name of Parvati. 

8 Kinds of sweetmeat. 9 Puffed rice. 
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in g near the place of worship with folded hands 
during drati and sometimes fanning the goddess 
with chdmar. All the days she was intensely 
occupied with other ladies in arrangements 
for the Puja and cooking. People from far 
and near had assembled to see the image. 
Many hundreds were sumptuously fed eveiy- 
day. There was ‘Jatra' (opera performance) 
on two nights, and to witness it men and 
women from villages all round poured in 
with great enthusiasm. The immersion-func- 
tion was a moving sight. The Holy Mother 
as also other ladies burst into tears. We too 
were affected by the sorrow of the imminent 
separation and could check our tears only 
with a good deal of effort. 

Days passed in supreme happiness. But 
as ill luck would have it, all the four of us 
simultaneously had a sudden attack of malaria 
a few days after the celebrations. In that 
small room we lay in adjoining beds shiver- 
ing with high temperature. The worries of 
the Mother knew no bounds. One could hear 
her exclaim, ‘Oh, what a pity! my sons are 
suffering so much. What a wretched out-of- 
the-way village this is. No sago and milk are 
available here ! ' She would now and then come 
near the door of our room and enquire about 
our condition from outside. How much affec- 
tion and sympathy I noticed in her eyes then! 

With a bowl in hand, the Holy Mother 
would go a-begging at the houses that kept 

cows for a little milk for her sick ‘children'. 

% 

People in those localities, mainly agricultural 
folk, paid more attention to bullocks that culti- 
vated their lands. Cows were neglected and 
hence the output of milk was scanty. The 
Mother could barely collect half or one 
pound of milk. Anyway we recovered after 
some days and took to our normal diet. None 
of us had fallen victim to such a severe type 
of malarial fever before. It took a long time 
to get over the resultant weakness. 

Our longer stay at Jayrambati would mean 
additional physical strain on the Mother, 
which in its turn might make her fall a prey 
to illness. So, as soon as we felt sufficiently 
strong to undertake the return journey we 



decided to depart. Mother insisted on our 
staying for some time more to pick up a little 
more vigour. We however were firm in our 
resolve and ultimately secured her consent. 

The bullock-carts were ready. We had 
finished our meals and took our seats after 
taking leave of the Mother. Didi-Ma, the 
‘uncles' (Holy Mother's brothers), and the 
neighbours surrounded the carts. The Holy 
Mother was standing at a distance in front of 
the backdoor of the house and silently watch- 
ing the scene. Tears rolled down from her 
eyes. Her face had swelled and turned red- 
dish. With the thought that we were going 
far away from the Mother, wc too felt a pang 
in our hearts. I could hardly resist my tears. 
Go lap Ma and Yogin Ma too were weeping. 

The carts moved on. Mother was slowly 
following us from a distance. Repeatedly we 
implored her to return but she would not 
listen.' At last the carts passed by Talpukur 11 
and entered the extensive fields outside the 
village. As long as I could notice from inside 
the cart I found Mother standing by the side 
of the pond with her eyes fixed on us ! While 
at home I had loved my mother intensely and 
she too had abundant affection for me. But 
could that love stand comparison with such 
unthought-of kindness and care as flowed 
from the Holy Mother? Nay, she is the 
mother of my innumerable past incarnations— 
the Mother of eternal time — the Mother of my 
very being! 

I returned to the Baranagore monastery 
apparently with a great vacuum in my heart. 
But why should I call it a vacuum? Did I 
not fill myself with the super-mundane com- 
passion of Sri Ma — the boundless grace of 
the all-loving Mother of the universe? From 
what scanty descriptions I had heard of her 
previously, I could little imagine what she 
actually was. Who could have pictured that 
she was such a Mother who would draw all 
my mind and soul and make me her very 
own! True, it had not been given to me to see 

II A tank at the extremity of Jayrambati. There 
are a good number of Tal (Palmyra) trees on all the 
four bunds. Hence the name. 
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the Father, but the Mother I have not missed! 
What limitless love and favour and that to 
an humble unworthy son ! It is surely 



incomprehensible for one who has not seen 
the Holy Mother and lived through this 
experience himself. 



SRI SARADA DEVI— THE HOLY MOTHER 

By Sister Nivedita 



I arrived in Calcutta, alone, 
in the beginning of November 
(1898). . . . The widow of Sri 

Ramakrishna — Sarada Devi, or 

* 

‘the Holy Mother’ , as she is 
called amongst us — was living 
close by, with her community of 
ladies; and in the course of the 
day, I was accorded possession of 
an empty room in her house. . . . 



Of the head of our little com- 
munity, it seems almost pre- 
sumptuous to speak. Her history 
is well known. How she was 
wedded at five, and forgotten 
by her husband till she was 
eighteen; how she then, with her 
mother’s permission, made her 
way on foot from her village- 
home to the temple of Dakshin- 
eswar on the Ganges-side, and 
appeared before him; how he 
remembered the bond, but spoke 
of the ideals of the life he had 
adopted; and how she responded 
by bidding him God-speed in 
that life, and asking only to be 
taught by him as the Guru, — all 
these things have been told of 
her many times over. From 
that time she lived faithfully by 
his side for many years, in a 
building in the same garden, at 
once nun and wife, and always 
chief of his disciples. . . . 
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To me it has always appeared that she is 
Sri Ramakrishna' s final word as to the ideal 
of Indian womanhood. But is she the last of 
an old order, or the beginning of a new? In 
her, one sees realized that wisdom and sweet- 
ness to which the simplest of women, may 
attain. And yet, to myself the stateliness of 
her conrtesy and her great open mind are 
almost as wonderful as her sainthood. I have 
never known her hesitate, in giving utterance 
to large and generous judgment, however new 
or complex might be the question put before 
her. Her life is one long stillness of prayer. 
Her whole experience is of theocratic civiliza- 
tion. Yet she rises to the height of every 
situation. Is she tortured by the perversity of 
any about her? The only sign is a strange 
quiet and intensity that comes upon her. Does 

one carry to her some perplexity or mortifica- 

% 

lion born of social developments beyond her 
ken? With unerring intuition she goes 
straight to the heart of the matter, and se's 
the questioner in the true attitude to the 
difficulty. Or is there need for severity. No 
foolish sentimentality causes her to waver. 
The novice whom she may condemn for so 
many years to beg his bread, will leave the 
place within the hour. He who has trans- 
gressed her code of delicacy and honour, will 
never enter her presence again. . . . 

And yet is she, as one of her spiritual 
children said of her, speaking literally of her 
gift of song, ‘full of music', all gentleness, all 
playfulness. And the room wherein she wor- 
ships, withal, is filled with sweetness. 

The Mother can read, and much of her 
time is passed with her Rdmdyana. But she 
does not write, Yet it is not to be supposed 



that she is an uneducated woman. Not only 
has she had long and arduous experience in 
administration, secular and religious; but she 
has also travelled over a great part of India, 
visiting most of the chief places of pilgrimage. 
And it must be remembered that as the wife of 
Sri Ramakrishna she has had the highest 
opportunity of personal development that it is 
possible to enjoy. At every moment, she 
bears unconscious witness to this association 
with the great. But in nothing perhaps does 
it speak more loudly than in her instant power 
to penetrate a new religious feeling or idea. 

I first realized this gift in the Holy 
Mother, on the occasion of a visit that she 
paid us in recent years, on the afternoon of a 
certain Easter-Day. Before that, probably, I 
had always been too much absorbed, when 
with her, in striving to learn what she repre- 
sented, to think of observing her in the con- 
trary position. On this particular occasion, 
however, after going over our whole house, 
the Mother and her party expressed a desire to 
rest in the chapel, and hear something of the 
meaning of the Christian festival. This was 
followed by Easter music, and singing, with 
our small French organ. And in the swiftness 
of her comprehension, and the depth of her 
sympathy with these resurrection-hymns, un- 
impeded by any foreignness or unfamiliarity in 
them, we saw revealed for the first time, one 
of the most impressive aspects of the great 
religious culture of Sarada Devi. The same 
power is seen to a certain extent, in all the 
women about her, who were touched by the 
hand of Sri Ramakrishna. But in her, it has 
all the strength and certainty of some high and 
arduous form of scholarship. 



‘The more intensely a person practises spiritual disciplines the more quickly he attains 
to God. But even if he does not practise any spiritual discipline, he will attain to Him 
in the end — surely he will. Only he who spends his time idly, without practising prayer 
and meditation, will take time to attain to Him.' 



— Sayings of the Holy Mother 




A LETTER FROM SISTER NIVEDITA TO THE HOLY MOTHER 
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MEMORIES OF THE HOLY MOTHER 

By Swami Vishuddhananda 



It was about the end of March 1911, when 
the Holy Mother visited Bangalore. 

The surroundings of the Ramakrishna 
Ashrama at that time were quiet and charm- 
ing. And even at the present time the 
Ashrama, with its extensive grounds, conti- 
nues to preserve that solitude in spite of the 
rapid growth of the city. The compound is 
dotted with valuable fruit and flower trees. 
In front is the wide Bull Temple Road (Basa- 
vangudi) which leads to the temple of that 
name, which enshrines a huge image of Nandi 
(bull) and is visited by streams of pilgrims. 
The Mother and her women companions were 
accommodated in the Ashrama building, while 
the monks and devotees lived in temporary 
tents outside. As the happy news of the 
Mother’s visit spread over the town, devotees 
began to come in great numbers, and the 
flowers they brought for offering sometimes 
formed into huge heaps. 

At Bangalore the Mother stayed for about 
a week. One afternoon she was taken by me 

t 

in a carriage to the cave temple of Gavipur, 
a little distance behind the Ashrama. The 
Mother got down and visited the temple and 
then returned to the Ashrama by the carriage. 
The whole time spent outside was not long. 
But whereas there was none there at the 
Ashrama besides the inmates, at the time of 
our going out, when we returned, we fonnd 
the whole compound crowded with thousands 
of visitors. At the sound of the Mother’s 
carriage they stood up instantaneously and 
then prostrated on the ground. The Mother, 
who was visibly' moved by the sight, alighted 
from the carriage and stood there motionless 
for about five minutes, extending her right 
arm in blessing. A perfect silence reigned all 
round, and the whole atmosphere was sur- 
charged with a divine inspiration which every 
one felt. The Mother then silently walked to 



the Ashrama and sat down in the central 
room, where the devotees also gathered. Here 
again were enacted those speechless trans- 
mission and imbibition of transcendental bliss 
that the scriptures speak of. There was no 
question and no answer, and yet all doubts 
were resolved. Breaking that tangible silence 
the Mother said to me, who was by her side, 
‘What a pity, I don’t know their language. 
What solace they would derive, if I could but 
speak a few words!’ When I translated this 
for the devotees, they said, ‘No, no; this is 
all right. Even as such our hearts are filled 
with bliss in your presence. No word of 
mouth is necessary on such an occasion’. 
Wonderful are the ways of the Mother and 
wonderful her children! 

It was on another evening. There is a 
small hillock behind the Ashrama and within 
its compound. A little while before dark, the 
Mother climbed on its top along with one or 
two others and sat there enjoying the beauty 
of the setting sun. When this news reached 
Swami Ramakrishnananda, he was immediately 

It 

transported to a new region. He hastened to 
the spot and said in amazement, ‘Indeed the 
Mother has become a dweller on the moun- 
tain (Parvata-vasini 1 ). He was stout and 
began to pant as he climbed that low hillock; 
but nothing daunted he went up straight to 
the Mother and prostrating before her, laying 
his head on her feet, chanted three well- 

known verses from the Chanda, which are used 

• 1 ^ 

as Mantras for the salutation of the Divine 
Mother, viz. beginning with ‘Sarva-mangala- 
mahgalye* (xi. 10-12). And he prayed fer- 
vently, ‘Grace! Grace!’ The Mother caressed 
his head, as though pacifying an importunate 
son, 

1 Which is a name of the Divine Mother dwelling 
in the Himalayas or the Vindhya hills. 




ON THE HOLY MOTHER 

By Romain Rolland 



His (Sri Ramakrishna 's) mother wished 
him to be married, hoping that marriage 
would cure him of his divine enchantment. 
He made no demur; indeed, he showed an 
innocent pleasure at the thought. But what a 
strange marriage it was, not much more real 
(less real, indeed, in spirit) than his union 
with the Goddess! His bride (1859) was a 
child of five years old. ... It was a union of 
souls and remained unconsummated — a 
Christian marriage so-called in the days of the 
Early Church — and later it became a beautiful 
thing. A tree must be judged by its fruits 
and in this case the fruits were of God, pure 
and not carnal love. Little Saradamani was 
to become the chaste sister of a big friend who 
venerated her, the immaculate companion of 
his trials and of his faith, the firm and serene 
soul, whom the disciples associated with his 
sanctity as the Holy Mother , 1 

For the time being the little girl returned 
according to the custom to the house of her 
parents after the ceremony of marriage had 
been performed, and did not see her husband 
again for the long period of eight or nine 
years, while her husband, who seemed to 
have regained some measure of calm at his 
mother's house, returned to his temple. 2 

* * * 

In May, 1867 ... he (Sri Ramakrishna) 
went to rest for six or seven months in his own 
countryside of Kamarpukur after an absence 
of eight years. He gave himself up with the 
joy of a child to the familiar cordiality of the 
good people of the village, happy at the sight 
of their little Gadadhar, whose strange fame 

1 So she has been called. The Indian of good 
family has always had this exquisite custom of 
giving the name ‘Mother* to all womanhood, how- 
ever much younger than himself. 

2 Dakshineswar Temple. 



had reached them and made them rather 
anxious. . . . 

During this visit he learned to know his 
child wife. Sarada Devi was now fourteen 
years old. She lived with her parents, bnt 
she came to Kamarpukur when she knew her 
husband had arrived. The spiritual develop- 
ment of the little wife with her pure heart 
was greater than her age, and she understood 
at once her husband's mission and the part of 
pious affection and tender disinterestedness she 
was to play in it. She recognized him as 
her guide and put herself at his service. 

Ramakrishna has at times been blamed, 
and very coarsely blamed, for having sacrificed 
her. She herself never showed any trace of 
it; she irradiated peace and serenity through- 
out her life on all who came in contact with 
her. Moreover there is a fact, which has 
never before been revealed except by Viveka- 
nanda, that Ramakrishna himself was gravely 
aware of his responsibility and offered his wife 
the greatest sacrifice of which he was capable 
if she demanded it — his “mission. 

T have learnt', he said to her, 'to look 
upon every woman as Mother. That is the 
only idea I can have about you. But if you 
wish to draw me into the world (of Illusion), 
as I have been married to you, I am at your 
service'. 

Here was something entirely new in the 
spirit of India. Hindu tradition lays down 
that a religious life ipso facto frees a man 
from every other obligation. Ramakrishna 
had more humanity and recognized that his 
wife had binding rights over him. She was, 
however, magnanimous enough to renounce 
them, and encouraged him in his mission. 
But Vivekananda specifically declares that it 
was ‘by consent of his wife’ that he was free 
to follow the life of his choice. Touched by 
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her innocence and self-sacrifice, Ramakrishna 
took upon himself the part of an elder brother. 
He devoted himself patiently during the 
months they were together to her education 
as a diligent wife and good manager. 

* * * 

When in 1872 his wife came to him at 
Dakshineswar for the first time, the tenderness 
of Ramakrishna, a tenderness compounded of 
religious respect purged of all trace of desire 
and sensual disturbance, recognized the God- 
dess under her veil, and he made a solemn 



avowal of it. One night in May, when every- 
thing had been prepared for worship, he made 
Sarada Devi sit in the seat of Kiali, and as 
priest he accomplished the ritual ceremonies, 
the Shodashi Puja, the adoration of woman- 
hood. Both of them were in a condition of 
semi-conscious or super-conscious ecstasy. 
When he came to himself he hailed his com- 
panion as the Divine Mother. In his eyes 
She was incarnate in the living symbol of 
immaculate humanity. 



[From ’Life of Ramakrishna’) 




By Upadhyaya Brahmabandhava 



[Bhavani Charan Banerjee, better known as Upadhyaya Brahmabandhava, was at first a staunch 
Brahmo and a follower of Keshab Chandra Sen. As a speaker and leader and as Editor of the 
Bengali daily Sandhyd , he was well known.] 



Sri Ramakrishna worshipped womanhood 
in this lady [the Holy Mother], just stepping 
into the prime of her youth — yes, he wor- 
shipped her, not figuratively, but literally 
with all the details of a Hindu image- 
worship — and made an offering of his holy 
rosary at her feet. Since this consecration, 
Ramakrishna shone in his fullest splendour 
like the full moon with its bright halo. It is 
a beauty, unique in human history. Mam/ 
saints and prophets there were who had 
renounced their wives for God; but this 
renunciation of Ramakrishna is no renuncia- 
tion of an ordinary type, it is the height of 
acceptance. The light of the moon cannot 



live apart from the moon. Nor did this 
lady, the incarnation of chastity, live apart 
from Sri Ramakrishna. Ever since that 
unique worship of the lady of sixteen, she 
was always by the side of Ramakrishna, even 
like his halo. Go once and sit for a while at 
the blessed feet of this lady, so reverentially 
worshipped by her divine consort, and if you 
can have her grace and blessings on you, then 
your sanctified self will be able to understand 
and realize Sri Ramakrishna, you will be 
blessed indeed. 1 

( Translated from the original of an article on 
' Sri Ramakrishna’ contributed to ‘ Swaraj', a Bengali 
monthly ivhich has ceased publishing.) 



1 When this was written the Holy Mother was living. 




SARADAMANI DEVI* 

By Ramananda Chatter jee 



...It is generally found that the Sannyasins 
are either not married at all, or if married, 
they sever all relations with their wives, 
renounce them, and leave their homes. 
Paramahamsa Ramakrishna was a Sannyasin, 
but he married at the age of twenty-four. 
His marriage did not take place when he had 
not arrived at the age of discretion or against 
his will. In fact it had his full approval, 
and it is recorded in his life that the choice 



» » 




the same teacher do not turn out good and 
wise; we cannot make as fine ornaments of a 
lump of clay as of gold. 

Saradamani had seen her husband but once 
after the marriage, when she was in her 
seventh year. Her only memory of the Occa- 
sion was that her husband’s nephew Hriday 
had sought her out hiding in a secret corner 
and worshipped her feet with lotus flowers in 
spite of her great fear and shyness. About 

six years after that, when she 
was thirteen years old, she was 
taken (from Jayrambati) to her 
husband’s house at Kamarpukur, 
where she stayed for a month. 
But Ramakrishna was then liv- 
ing at Dakshineswar and she 
could not meet him. She lived 
for another six weeks at Kamar- 
pukur about six months later. 
But then also she did not see her 

And then, three or 

the word 
had 



SRI RAMAKRISHNA' s HOUSE AT KAMARPUKUR 

{A corner of the newly built Sri Rumakrishna temple 

is seen to the left ) 



of his bride was made under his own guid- 
ance. It is true that he did not live with 
hi 



in 



like an ordinary householder and in any 
physical relations ; but neither did he for- 
sake her, but rather kept her near him a 
made her his true helpmate by affectionate 
instructions and personal example. This is 
one of the specialities of Ramakrishna ’s life. 

But Ramakrishna alone was not unique. 
His wife Saradamani Devi also shared this 



quality. May be that Ramakrishna himself 
taught and trained her, but the pupil also 
must have had the capacity to assimilate and 
avail herself of the teaching. All pupils of 

4 



husband. 

four months after , 
came that Ramakrishna 
come home and she had been 
sent for. She was now thirteen 
years and six or seven months 

old. 

Ramakrishna now set himself to the fulfil- 

He did not care 

But 



ment of a noble duty, 
whether his wife came to him or not. 
when she did come to Kamarpukur he engaged 
himself earnestly in her education and wel- 
fare. . . . 

The pure-hearted girl felt an indescribable 
joy in living in the divine company of Rama- 

* Excerpts from the article of Sri Ramananda 
Chatter] ee, Founder-Editor of the well-known Indian 
Monthly Modern Review , which appeared in his 
Bengali monthly, Prabasi, and was published in the 
June 1927 issue of the Modern Review, in English 
translation, and reproduced in the July 1927 issue 
of Prabuddha Bharat a. — Ed., P.B. 
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A VIEW OF JAYRAMBATI VILLAGE 

(The dome of the Mother’s temple is rising high 

in the background) 



krishna and being blessed with his selfless love 
and care. In later days she often spoke of 
this great happiness to the women disciples of 
her husband. 'Since then’, she would say, 
‘I always felt as if a pitcher filled with bliss 
had been installed in my heart. I cannot tell 
you how full I felt of that calm, steady, and 
divine joy'. 1 ... 

1 All passages in this article which are within 
marks of quotation are taken from the Bengali book 
named Rdmakrishna-lila-prasahga . 



Ramakrishna also devoted his attention to 
the discharge of his duties to his wife, and 
availed himself of his leisure hours to in- 
struct her on the end and aim of human life 
and its duties. It is said that it was at that 
time that he said to his wife, 'Just as Uncle 
Moon is the uncle of all children, so is God 

nearest and dearest to all. Eveiyone has the 

right to call on Him. And whoever will call 

on Him will be blessed by His vision. If you 

call on Him, you also will see Him\ . . . 

It is said that one day (at Dakshineswar) 
while shampooing her husband's feet, she 
asked him, 'Who do you think I am?' To 
which Ramakrishna replied, ‘The Mother who 
is in the shrine gave birth to this body and 
is now living in the nahabat , 2 even She is 
now shampooing my feet. Really, I tell you, 
I find yon an embodiment of the Divine 
Mother Herself'. Ramakrishna found in all 

2 A small room at some distance from the 
temple enclosure, intended for the temple music. 
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women — even the most corrupt — the presence 
of the Mother of the universe. 




NAHABAT 



The Rishi of the Bnhaddranyaka Upa- 
nishad thus teaches in the discourse on 
Yajnavalkya and Maitreyi: "Because the 

Divine Self is in the husband, therefore does 
the wife love her husband; and because the 
Divine Self is in the wife, therefore does the 

a 

husband love the wife"/ 



During this time Ramakrishna and Sarada- 
mani used to sleep in the same bed. Rama- 
krishna had no consciousness of the body, and 
spent almost the whole night absorbed in 
Samadhi. From what Ramakrishna said of 
those days it is clear that if Saradamani also 
had not been completely free from all desires, 
he would not have so completely escaped the 
taint of body-consciousness. It is found of 
many great men in different fields of life that 
much of their noble achievements were possible 
through the assistance of their wives, who care- 
fully cleared their path of worldly obstacles. 



Not only do the wives of many great men 
spare them the daily distractions of domestic 
life, but they also instil courage and hope into 
their hearts in moments of fatigue, weakness, 
and despair. And it is doubtful if, without 
the noble and pure character of his wife, 
Ramakrishna would have reached the height 
of spiritual realization that he did, though it 
may be she appears even now rather like a 
shadowy figure behind the effulgent person- 
ality of her husband. . . . 

She spent nearly five months at Dakshine- 
swar after Shodashi Pujd, during which she 
would, as usual, serve Ramakrishna and his 
mother and his guests by preparing their meals 
and doing other household duties. She would 
pass the day-time in the nahabat and the night 
in the same bed with her husband. Rama- 
krishna could not stand all kinds of food or 
cooking. She had, therefore, often to pre- 
pare special dishes for him. In those days 
Ramakrishna ‘used to be in constant Samadhi 
throughout day and night’, and ‘signs of death 
would sometimes be manifest on his person’, 
and Saradamani could scarcely sleep at night 
for fear of his going into Samadhi. When 
Ramakrishna came to know of it, he arranged 
for her sleep with his mother in the nahabat . 
After such a life of sixteen months, she re- 
turned to Kamarpukur probably in the month 
of Kartik of 1280. . . . 

Ramakrishna passed away on the 31st 
Shravan, 1293. Saradamani was then thirty- 
three years old. I had heard that she did 
not put on the weeds of a widow on the death 
of her husband. In order to ascertain the 
truth of it, I wrote to a disciple of Rama- 
krishna and Saradamani. I received the 
following reply: 

‘When after the passing of Sri Rama- 
krishna she was about to remove the bangles 
from her wrists, Sri Ramakrishna revealed 
himself to her in the healthy appearance of 
his early days, and holding her hand, said, 
‘‘Am I dead that you are removing the signs 
of wifehood?’’ After that she never bared 
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her wrists. She always put on a cloth with a 
thin red border and bangles on her hand”. 3 

If all had this faith in the immortality of 
the soul, the world would be relieved of much 
of its misery, sin, and suffering. 

She lived for thirty-four years after her 
husband's passing. She herself passed away 
in her sixty-seventh year on the 4th Shravan, 

3 Bengali Hindu widows wear only a white piece 
of cloth without any coloured border. They do not 
wear any jewellery. 



1327. The Bengali monthly Udbodhan of 
the next month celebrated her austerities, 
renunciation, steadfast faith, self-control, 
universal love and service, tireless activity, 
complete indifference to personal comforts, 
simplicity, humility, patience, kindness, for- 
giveness, sympathy, selflessness and other 
great qualities. The followers of her husband 
and herself used to call her Mother and even 
now refer to her as such. May the signi- 
ficance of this name be fulfilled in every way! 



MOTHER-LOVE IN MOTION 

HOMAGE TO THE HOLY MOTHER 

By St. Nihal Singh 



I 

Suryadeva was being rapidly driven, in his 
seven-steeded celestial chariot, towards the 
line over which Akasha (sky) lovingly bends 
over Dharitri Mata (Mother Earth) before 
bidding her a final farewell for that day. By 
the time I, at the fag-end of a tiring tour, 
could climb to the crest of the holy hill, open 
the tripod, set upon it my large camera, and 
screw the right lens with the appropriate filter 
into it, the light had all but failed. The islets, 
applying a vivid emerald touch to the 
Brahmaputra's majestic breast, moved me to 
make a supreme effort. Convinced in my 
mind that I had given a long enough exposure, 
I went away happy in the belief that I had 

been successful in taking back with me at 

* 

least a passable impression. When the film 
was developed days later, some hundreds of 
miles away from that exquisite scene, I 
realized that I had been cherishing a delusion. 
The image was too faint to be of much use. 

Being by nature an optimist, I pinned my 
hope to after-treatment of the negative. I 



would reinforce the silver in the negative with 
another metal. This would strengthen it. 

Which metal? I pondered that question. 
More silver nitrate? Chromium? Copper? 
Lead? 1 Something could be said for each: 
also something against it. 

Finally the choice was made. The gods 
smiled upon it. The image had been greatly 
strengthened by the time the negative came 
out of the last bath. When dried it would 
yield a print worth all the trouble that had 
been taken. 

II 

The image that I carry in my memory of 
the Holy Mother is something of this kind. 
I was only a child when I first set eyes upon 
that venerable face and figure. My parents, 
who carried me to her in the late eighteen- 
eighties or the early eighteen-nineties, kept, 
however, suggesting to me : ‘Surely you 

remember the beatific expression on her 
features. She was mother-love in motion. 
Why, she actually patted you — gave you her 
blessing ! ' 
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Mother, in particular, set great store by 
that blessing. She had had the misfortune of 
losing her first-born — a man-child of great 
promise. She persuaded father to proceed 
upon a pilgrimage to the holy places all over 
the north. When they reached Calcutta they 
visited the Kali temple. Someone told them 
of Dakshineswar. There they went and had 
the good fortune of having a darihan of 

Ramakrishna Paramahamsa. 

■ 

‘I have never met any one so God-intoxi- 
cated as he was 7 , Father would say whenever 
something happened that reminded him of the 
sage. My parents had a glimpse of the Holy 
Mother, too. This was, they would tell me, 
by the merest chance. They deemed it a very 
great privilege, for they had heard much of 
the beautiful relationship that existed between 
the two noble beings — they led a perfectly 
immaculate life. 

Time and again, as I was growing up, I 
was reminded that the Paramahamsa had 
renounced the world. Yet he never went to 
the woods. He remained in the temple built 
alongside Ganga Mai, only a few miles from 
the first city in the country. He did not for- 
bid his wife to come to him. She cooked and 
cared for him as any wife would for her 
husband. To her he was Guru (Teacher). 
To him she was the veritable representation 
of the Goddess. 

‘Was ever greater control exercised over 
the senses (Indriyas)?' Father would ask. 
‘Were there, anywhere, in any age, such Jatis 
(Yatis) as they were?' 

Ill 

So, the very first time after my birth 
(which my mother attributed largely to the 
benign influence of the Holy Mother, whose 
blessing she had sought), my parents took 
me to Dakshineswar. The Paramahamsa had, 
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in the meantime, shuffled off his mortal coil. 
They enquired about the Holy Mother. They 
were told that she was not always to be found 
in Calcutta. ‘She is often away performing 
tapasya, they were informed. Mother, 
exceedingly practical, asked them: ‘But is she 
here now?' 

‘Yes, she is’, they replied. 

‘Then take us to her’, she insisted. 

The Holy Mother was finally located. A 
doll’s house it was in which she was living 
(patolidn da ghar) 1 : but how redolent was it 
of sanctity — shining with the light from her 
large, lustrous eyes — ‘eyes black as kol (lotus 
seed)’. Mother would recall. She would 
always end by insisting: ‘Surely you must 

remember her. A short, plump body — one 
bare arm showing and her long, black tresses 
falling in front of her in her lap — her lips 
parted a little in the sweetest smile imaginable, 
as if in benediction’. 

Father would, on occasion, add: 

'She never bore a child, yet any number 
of men — among them the illustrious Viveka- 
nanda — called her mother and what is more, 
loved her as mother’. 

The Swamis of the Ramakrishna Mission 
who met me from time to time helped me to 
reinforce — and to vivify — the image of the 
Holy Mother that had been formed through 
my child-eyes. I should no doubt have been 
infinitely richer had I been vouchsafed the 
privilege of spending a minute — an hour — a 
day — or a week in her immediate neighbour- 
hood and been the recipient of that mother- 
love of which she was the embodiment and 
the vehicle. As it is, the effect of the pat 
she once gave me has lasted through nearly 
seven decades. 

1 In Punjabi, meaning ‘the house of dolls’. 




MOTHER’S GRACE 

By Swami Apurvananda 



The year 1918 was indeed a memorable 
one in my life. It was in that year that I 
first came in contact with the Holy Mother 
and also with five of the direct disciples of 
Sri Ramakrishna, that is, Swamis Brahma- 
nanda, Shivananda, Saradananda, Turiya- 
nancla, and Subodhananda. 

It was the end of October, a few days after 
the Durga Pujia. My mind was full of spiri- 
tual delight as I arrived one morning at the 
Belur Math, Head Monastery of the Rama- 
krishna Order, near Calcutta. At first I was 
led into the main shrine, where the sacred 
relics of Sri Ramakrishna had been installed 
by the great Swami Vivekananda himself. 
After spending some time there in prayer and 
meditation, I came out and met Swami 
Shivananda Maharaj, later President of the 
Ramakrishna Math and Mission. His face was 
full of spiritual radiance and peace, and his 
divine glance made a deep impress on my 
mind. When I prostrated myself before him, 
he lovingly blessed me. 

When I had stayed for three days at the 
Belur Math, Swami Shivananda Maharaj 
asked me to go and see the Holy Mother and 
some of the spiritual children of Sri Rama- 
krishna at the Udbodhan Office and Balaram 
Mandir in the Baghbazar quarter of Calcutta. 
The next morning I went to the Mother’s 
place. There I met Swami Saradananda 
Maharaj, who was looking after the Mother 
and was staying at her place permanently. 
He was an outstanding personality, yet full of 
humility, and called himself ‘the gate-keeper 
of the Mother’s house’. When I saluted him 
and expressed my desire to meet the Mother, 
he said, ‘Wait, you shall have your chance’. 
I waited a long time. Finally I was told that 
I could meet her in the evening, but when I 
returned in the evening, to my dismay I was 
informed that the Mother had gone out. 



So from the Mother’s place I went to 
Balaram Mandir and there met Swami Turiya- 




cordiality and talked to me with great tender- 
ness. Wishing to console me in my disap- 
pointment about not meeting the Mother, he 
said, among other things: ‘This longing to 

see the Mother will purify your mind all the 
more, and you will receive greater blessing 
and love from her. She is the knower of every 
heart. It may be that just to increase your 
earnestness she has not yet revealed herself to 
you. When the proper time comes you will 
surely have her darshan’ . The following day 
also passed without my getting a chance to 
meet the Holy Mother. I was growing des- 
perate and despondent, and thought myself 
very unfortunate. But that morning I did 
meet Swami Brahmananda Maharaj, revered 
by all as the spiritual son of the Master, then 
the President of the Ramakrishna Math and 
Mission. He possessed great spiritual calm and 
had an immensely impressive personality. His 
penetrating but sublime look thrilled me and 
made me feel that he could easily see through 
my mind and heart. 

The following morning, as I sat for my 
usual meditation, I felt heavy at heart, still 
thinking myself exceedingly unfortunate for 
not having yet been able to meet the Holy 
Mother. Then gradually I felt some unspeak- 
able peace and joy creeping into my desperate 
soul from somewhere. More time passed ; and 
as I prayed to the Holy Mother earnestly, I 
was blessed by her with a divine vision of her 
own form. I can hardly describe in words 
this most personal and intensely soul-stirring 
spiritual experience of mine, but it is one of 
the richest treasures I still ardently cherish 
in the storehouse of my memory. At last the 
Mother herself had given me her darihan, even 
before I could see her in physical form! 
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After this vision, I got up and went straight 

to the Mother’s place. As I waited, along 

with other devotees, some prasad of fruits and 

sweets was distributed to us all. Then a 

Swami announced that we could go and have 

Mother’s darshan. The devotees began moving 

up, in single file, from the ground floor to the 

first-floor room where Mother was living. I 

had heard that Mother would not freely talk 
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to male devotees during the time of darshan, 
out of her natural womanly modesty. This 
made me feel depressed once again, for I was 
very eager to hear her talk. If only Mother 
would talk to me! — this was my one thought. 
With bated breath, I neared Mother’s room. 
She was seated near the door. 



trict of Bankura, and I was allotted work in 
the centre at Indpur. As this place was not 
far from Jayrambati, Mother’s birth-place, 
and because the Mother herself was then stay- 
ing there, I felt a great urge to go and have 
her darshan. So I wrote to Swami Shivananda 
Maharaj at Belur Math, seeking permission. 
In his reply he wrote: 

‘I am glad to know that you are desirous of 
having the darshan of the holy feet of Sri Sri Ma. 
When you go there you tell Mother, “Shivananda 
(Tarak) Swami has sent me to see you. It is he 
who sent me to serve the famine-stricken people of 
Bankura. From there I have come to see your holy 
feet and to receive your blessings. You please 
bless me’’ Tf you speak to her like this, she will 



The devotees moved on, one bv 

w 

one, offered their salutations at 
her feet, and then moved off. 
Mother was seen to talk to none 
of the devotees who saluted her 
before me. She had also drop- 
ped her veil. My turn came— 
last of all. I offered my saluta- 
tions, touching her feet, and 
looked up to her to have a 
kindly glance from her. To my 
great joy the Mother raised 
her veil and looked at me ten- 
derly. She caressed me with her 
hand and asked, ‘My child, 
have you taken prasad V I 
replied in the affirmative. As I 
remained kneeling, transfixed 
like one in a trance, she added 
softly, ‘So your heart’s desire is 
fulfilled! Are you satisfied now, 
my child? Well, you may go 
now and come again later’. 
What more need I expect? — I 
said to myself. Then I bowed 
before her again. The Mother 
blessed me by placing her hand 
on my head. 

* * * 

It was August 1919. The 
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Ramakrishna Mission was con- 
ducting relief work in the dis- 



THE HOLY MOTHER 

AT HER COUNTRY-HOUSE AT JAYRAMBATI 































1X2 



PKABUDDHA BHARATA 



March 



surely bless you. She has kept the door of bless- 
ings ever open. She refuses none who approaches 
her. So I need not write a separate letter. If you 
only read this letter of mine to her, that will do’. 

v* 

As soon as I received this letter, I started 
for Jayrambati, via Bankura town. It was 
possible to take a train for a short distance, 
but the rest of the journey had to bo done on 
foot, by way of a rough track along the sides 
of paddy-fields and villages. It was late after- 
noon when I reached Mother’s house. Within 
a few minutes of my giving Swami Shivananda 
Maharaj’s letter to one of the attendants of 
the Mother, Mother herself appeared from in- 
side her newly-built house of mud walls. 
Affectionately she caressed me as I bowed 
down before her, but I was not sure if she had 
really recognized me. Seeing me looking pale 
and exhausted after my journey, she said 
tenderly, ‘Ah! How pale! What a sunken 
look! I am sure you had no food on the way. 



Make haste, my child. Come after washing 
your hands and feet’. Saying this she began 
to busy herself getting ready some sweets and 
eatables in order to feed me. As I took the 
food, Mother kept on looking at me most 
affectionately. 

I found to my heart’s delight that Mother 
was more freely talking to me at Jayrambati 
than she did when I met her at Calcutta. I 
carried some medicines for her, from Bankura 
Sevashrama, as she was suffering from rheu- 
matism in the legs. After I had taken the 
food so lovingly provided for me by the Mother, 
I was again called in to meet her. She was 
seated on the mud floor of the verandah, with 
legs stretched out to alleviate the rheumatic 
pain, and was dressing vegetables for the 
night’s cooking. With great earnestness Mother 
made enquiries from me about the inmates of 
Bankura Math and about the condition of the 
famine-stricken people. I explained to her the 
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details of our relief operations. When she 
heard that sometimes we distributed up to 
twenty maunds of rice per week, she felt 
pleased and said, ‘My child, your life is 
blessed. There is no great Dharma than the 
service of the needy. The Lord will be very 
much pleased with you. Thakur (Sri Rama- 
krishna) will grant you Bhakti, Mukti, and 
all’. 

Finding the occasion suitable, 1 humbly 
prayed to Mother to give me spiritual initia- 
tion. She remained silent and thoughtful for 
a while and then, looking straight into my 
face, said, 'All right. Tomorrow morning I 
shall initiate you’. I could not believe my 
ears. My joy knew no bounds. As evening 
approached, I took leave of Mother. Shortly 
after, the Brahmachari in attendance at the 
Mother’s house began to sing devotional songs. 
I saw Mother sitting at a distance and listen- 
ing to the Bhajan. When I took my night 
meal, Mother was ail attention, saying, ‘Take 
more. You had no proper meal during the 
day’. 

Next morning I took an early bath and 
was mentally preparing myself for the great 
event of my life — initiation from Mother, who 
to us all was the Divine Mother Herself. One 
small thought troubled me. I had nothing, no 
fruits or flowers, to offer to the Mother from 
my side as a disciple. But I could do nothing 
about it. Soon I was asked to enter the room 
where Mother was performing Puja. I went 
in and she asked me to bow down before Sri 
Ramakrishna's photograph placed on the altar, 
and then to take my seat on the Asana that 
had been arranged for me. When the preli- 
minaries were over, Mother asked me, ‘What 
Mantra shall I give you — Shakti, Shiva, or 
Vishnu?' ‘I know nothing, Mother. You give 
whatever you please', said I. ‘What is your 
family deity?' she asked. I told her. After 
that. Mother sat in silent meditation for a 
while and then initiated me. She repeated the 
Mantra ten times, and pointing to the altar 
(where I clearly perceived the presence of a 

luminous deity) said, ‘Look, look, that is your 
Ishta 

5 



Next she taught me the correct way to do 
Japa, touching particular spots on the fingers, 
and gave me instruction on meditation. She 
asked me to meditate for a while. She then 
told me, ‘From now onward Thakur will take 
care of you. He is yours and you are his. He 
is your Guru, your Ishta. I have offered your 
life at his feet’. ‘But how am I to think of 
you, Mother?’ I asked. She paused for a 
while and said, ‘Well, think of me as one with 
him (meaning Sri Ramakrishna)’. 

Seeing that I had nothing to offer to her 

as Guru-dakshina, she herself took a few 

# • 9 

flowers and a fruit from a plate in the shrine 
and asked me to offer them to her. I did so, 
and she accepted them gladly. 

That afternoon I told Mother that I would 
like to visit Kamarpukur, the native village of 
Sri Ramakrishna, on the next day. But Mother 
said, ‘No, my child. This is the rainy season. 
The road is not in good condition. Moreover, 
it is also the malarial season now, and it is 
not advisable to stay in these villages for long. 
We generally don’t ask people from other 
places to come over here during this season. 
You have come. It is all right. And your 
heart’s desire also is fulfilled. You stay here 
the three nights only, according to the tradi- 
tional custom. You can go to Kamarpukur 
on some future occasion’. So I gave up the 
idea of going to Kamarpukur. 

In the evening, as Mother was attending 
to some work in the verandah, I went and sat 
near her. Her mind seemed occupied with 
kindly thoughts for the suffering and afflicted 
people in the famine areas. I had to give her 
an account of the distress and the nature of 
relief being given. When she heard that the 
people had practically no clothing to wear, her 
eyes filled with tears and she uttered a spon- 
taneous prayer to the Lord. ‘Do you give 
clothes also?’ Mother asked. ‘Yes,’ I replied, 
'in most deserving cases we do’. When I told 
Mother that owing to shortage of funds we 
had not been able to give relief to the extent 
the situation demanded, she said, ‘Yes; but 
still you are doing enough, my child. You 
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people are doing quite a bit. May Thakur 
bless you all!' 

Presently I said to Mother, ‘Mother, you 
have hundreds of children, and I am only one 
of them. But to me you are my only mother. 
Bless me so that I may be a worthy child of 
yours’. ‘Well, my child/ Mother said softly, 
‘surely Thakur will look after you. It is for 
your good that he has brought you here. 
Always think of Thakur as your own. Think 
me as your own mother and depend on us in 
all matters’. 

Next morning I got an opportunity to go 
to a neighbouring place called Koalpara, in 
the company of the Brahmachari who was 
attending to the needs of Mother and who was 
going there for marketing. I had very little 
money with me. So I purchased a small quan- 
tity of sugar candy worth only five annas and 
brought it to Jayrambati in the evening and 
offered it to Mother as my humble Guru- 
dakshina. Oh, how gracious she was! Accept- 
ing with affection that humble offering of mine, 
she said to me, ‘Lovely sugar candy ! My child, 
I gladly accept this. I offer sugar candy syrup 
every day to Thakur and take the prasud my- 
self. I shall offer this to Thakur’. 

The third day of my stay at Mother’s house 
was drawing to an end, and now it was time 
for me to leave. I heard the Mother say, 
‘What a pity the boy could not stay here 
longer! He has to leave today’. Turning to 
me, she said, ‘Don’t be sorry. This being the 
malarial season, I feel nervous lest anyone 
coming here from outside fall ill’. 

At about four in the afternoon I went to 
take leave of the Mother, as I had to start be- 
fore dusk. With tears in my eyes, I said to 
Mother, ‘Mother, will you remember me?’ 
Mother was also moved and she blessed and 
caressed me and said, ‘Yes, my child, I shall 
remember you’, I repeated my prayer to her 
twice over again, and she assured me each time 



that she would remember me. 1 Those were the 
last words I was privileged to hear from the 
Mother. 

As I started off. Mother came and stood at 
the outer gate of the house and was tenderly 
and benignly watching me till I moved out of 
her sight. I too repeatedly looked back at her, 
feeling unutterable joy within. 

* * * 

It was the year 1920. The Mother was 
seriously ill at her Calcutta residence (Udbo- 
dhan House). No one except doctors and at- 
tendants was allowed to see her. I was then at 
the Belur Math. Physicians had prescribed for 
Mother a medicinal herb called shveta-punar- 
nava and a kind of spinach called dmrul-shdk. 
Both these were available in the Belur Math 
garden. Fortunately for me, Swami Shiva- 
nanda Maharaj called me and told me to collect 
and take these two things to the Mother’s place 
daily. For nearly a month, each morning, I 
regularly took these things from the Math to 
Udbodhan. Thus I could see the Mother daily, 
though she was very ill and the doctors had 
prohibited any interviews with devotees or 
disciples. I could not talk to her, but when- 
ever I silently bowed to her from a distance she 
would look at me tenderly and steadily. That 
was more than enough for me. Love flowed in 
torrents from those eyes. Her benevolent glance 
brought me great solace. 

It was 20th July 1920. I had gone to bed 
as usual. At about half past one that night I 
had a wonderful vision of the Mother. It was 
most unusual. I saw her luminous form. She 
was looking at me tenderly. Addressing me 
she said sweetly, ‘My child, I am going’. I 
could not divine the significance of the vision 
(which Mother had vouchsafed me) until I got 
the sad news of the Mother’s passing away. 
She had left her mortal coil at Udbodhan 
House, at about the same time I had her vision. 



1 Much later I came to know from one of her attendants that soon after my departure Mother 
was heard to exclaim, in a somewhat thoughtful mood, 'So, I see, the boy has got it affirmed by me 
thrice' (in Bengali — ‘tin sat.ya koriye niie). 




TO THE HOLY MOTHER 

By Taka Kumar Ghosh 

The heavenly light that descended on the lap of Shyamasundari, 

Shone in the dark like a never-ending lamp, 

On this Day of the days of December, the twenty-second. 

As a beaming joy to the heart of Sri Ramachandra. 

Joy had known no bounds in the village of Jayrambati, 

For that would embrace the space beyond all bounds. 

Thus Saradamani, the embodiment of perfect Knowledge, 

The spirit and essence of Purity serene, 

Grew up in the beauty of soul to fulfil the wish of the Lord, 

By devoted dedication to the service of the Supreme Will. 

Sri Ramakrishna, the Incarnation and the Prophet of Harmony, 

Whose beauty stood for the eternal harmonious completion, 

Sought for his divine consort, and found, in Sri Sarada Devi, 

The graceful, loving, divinely perfect, simple lady. 

The Incarnation of the Age knew his own gem and took her endearingly, 
Taught her to consummate in the communion holy, 

To bathe perfect in the spiritual beauty, not seen 
In the course of previous expressed divinity. 

Sri Ramakrishna saw in Sarada Devi the supreme divine fulfilment; 

So he dedicated the result of all his spiritual assay 
To her, who, with her simple grace, accepted it, 

To fulfil his desire, the only goal of her life. 

Her desire to become the mother of a child or two 

Expressed itself in the enchanting motherhood of countless children, 

All over the world, beyond race and clime. 

I hus from chastity, purity, and supreme simplicity 
Emanated the flow of compassion, sympathy, and joy, 

To her children; the gracious Mother came, 

From whom benediction, goodwill, and strength simply flow. 

Thy Lord, Sri Ramakrishna, was the greatest of all-renouncing forces, 

So he lived in the openness of great renunciation; 

But thou, Mother, thou had great compassion for thy children, 

So didst live and move amidst the simple everyday life, 

Being thyself the centripetal force of renunciation. 

Under thy simple robe and earthly form lay 

The original spirit, the Energy that dances in destruction. 

So beyond all recognition of the common folks, 

Thou didst shine, — move, live, and play; 

Thy lord had recognized thee, even as thou hadst become one with thy Lord; 
So do thou livest in his presence in full delight, 

To shelter the innumerable aspiring children dear, 

For all of whom thou art ever the gracious, blessed Mother. 

On this occasion of thy blessed Hundredth birth celebration. 

Allow us, Mother, to .worship thee, 

By enkindling the Lamp of our heart 

With thy compassion and benediction, which are our sole guide. 



